THEIR EXITS AND THEIR ENTRANCES
me at the trot along the path beside the stubble at sunset ("How
nice it is to get away sometimes for a quiet walk, just you and
me!"); of Josephine on the very rim of danger, surpassingly alive.
And then came the reprieve. Four days before she was due to
be put to death, Sophia brought it in a letter from the under-
standing friend of hers who would have taken Josephine pregnant,
had she not been moved from Oxford to the North. 1 had not
realized that Sophia's: "Oh, my dear, no. I've been outs with
Josephine for breaking down my nemesias, but I can't bear the
thought of those glowing eyes dead and glazed . . . Something
must be done!"—meant that she wrote forthwith to Mrs. Colling-
wood declaring the urgency. The response was this offer of a
home with the Y.W.C.A; somewhere near Harrogate, where she
would come in for a surfeit of love and scraps, and if we could
arrange for her transport she would be met at the station with a
Rolls Royce, red carpet and silver tuba band.
One small, very small difference between cats and ourselves is
that a cat can be enticed into a basket by a bone, the hatches clapped
down on her spitting wrath, and thus she travels whether she wants
to or not, in charge of Providence and a guard benevolent to live-
stock.  From a village in Berkshire to a camp near Harrogate could
not be called exactly a direct line; but luckily an angel agency called
Spratts, when I telephoned them with that nervous tentative
approach known to all of us since the war ("Oh, please, I suppose
you don't still... ?") replied promptly that of course they did still,
and would be glad to meet Josephine at Paddington—"Put a label
on the basket with full name and address"—and take her to spend
a night at the Savoy or Carlton, and see her off again at Euston by
the morning express, in .charge of a North-going and equally
benevolent guard.   They were interested to hear of Josephine's
destination, and their approval indicated that all the best cats went
North at this season—the moors and so forth—and though the
Glorious Twelfth was over, she would be in time for some pretty
fair sport.
And of all this, Josephine still knew nothing and went her wanton
way. The things that Josephine did not know! Such as the act
which led to that heaviness of kittens, dragging down her buoyancy;
nor that she would presently be as buoyant again; nor what would
have to happen first. Nor her nearness to death, and the galloping
messenger at the eleventh hour waving the reprieve from die
Y.W.C.A. The things that Josephine ctid not know I Ahead of
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